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No one knows the man he may become when he loses his self-respect. -Camille 


There's nothing to recommend the Cat Club. The big names don't come here, just the has-beens. The 
security's perfunctory. The parties laughable. But Paul comes anyway. Frequently. All the Cat Club asks out of 
him is a shave and a bit of halfassed charm, and all he gets in return is a drink and maybe a lay and the 
vaguest passing memory of the way things used to be. 


Studio 54, the Ice Palace, all the old haunts are carcasses. Paul's heard that the Limelight's in now, their club 
owner some one-eyed, painfully straight Canadian, which is a sure sign the scene's got to be dead in the water. 
Kids ten, fifteen years younger than him run the promotions. The shit that he remembers, aquariums 
underfoot at the discotheques, coke handed out at the door, orgies downstairs, all that's gone. The big clubs 
get their pull from day-glo bright mascot characters and raunchy freakshows, pure excess that makes for a 
lousy bedfellow with AIDS and designer drugs. He doesn't understand the appeal. He gets cynicism; he gets 
hedonism. But the nihilism he finds utterly repulsive. 


The truth is, his own distaste for the era makes it obvious he's not a part of it. Paul can't keep up with 
what's in now, and that's the surest sign he's out. Thirty-six is too close to forty. Too old to play the game. 


He's square. He's fucking square. 


The lines on his face aren't too bad. His cheekbones are maybe more prominent than they need to be. Paul's 
watched Gene's weight fluctuate over the years and hated the way it scared the hell out of him. They'd sworn 
to each other way back that they'd diet off at least twenty pounds apiece before they'd dare get a real band 
together. Paul'd kept that weight off, and more, but to Gene, it's just become another mostly tossed aside 
tenet. The way he looks doesn't matter to him. Maybe it shouldn't anymore. He's had Cher and Diana Ross and 
he has Shannon Tweed now. Great girls, all of them, better than the vapidly beautiful women Paul's tried to 
make a go of it with. If Gene can attract all of them without giving a shit about his weight or his looks, maybe 
Paul ought not to care so much. 


Except, as always, Gene's looks just aren't the appeal. Gene's being in a band isn't even exactly the appeal, no; 
Gene would probably still be stacking away entire albums of Polaroids if he were a senator or a school 


superintendent. Gene's appeal is Gene. The total package. Confidence glimmering like grease on a burger. 


Paul's no total package of anything. Some assembly required. Batteries not included. His looks get him into beds, 
sometimes, and his personality gets him right back out of them before too long. Twenty-one years with Hilsen 
and there's still nothing he can do about the latter, but he can at least try to preserve the former. 


But what really bothers him about his mirror's reflection isn't the age imprinting itself on his face, or the 
three or four grays he plucks every month, or even the way his hair's gradually gotten thinner, the curls 
more like frayed wires, brittle from years of dye and bleach and teasing. Its the look in his eyes. Sometimes 
he catches a glimpse of something wholly desperate in them. And it's not just in scattered, low moments on 
tour or in the privacy of his own bathroom. He's caught that look playing back tapes of himself guest-VJing 


and interviewing on MTV. It's the look of somebody-- somebody scraping for relevance. 


He's ashamed of that. Ashamed because that look got in his eyes so fast, ashamed because he wasn't able to 
savor those scant moments of being on top. He remembers thinking ten years ago, so cocky and self-assured, 
that the Stones were getting sloppy and long in the tooth, that maybe they needed to bow out before they got 
to be a bigger embarrassment onstage. They'd come out with Some Girls later that year, so what the hell did 
he know. What the hell did he know about anything. 


There's legends, real legends. Real greatness. There's rockstars and then there's rock gods. Chuck Berry. Muddy 
Waters. The Beatles, the Stones, fuck, even the Beach Boys with their obnoxious California sound created 
something eternal. KISS hasn't. KISS won't. KISS peaked at lunchboxes and pinball machines, and KISS descended- 
well, KISS is still descending. It's just a matter of time before Gene lets the whole enterprise fold like a lawn 


chair. 
Too close to forty, Paul takes a seat at an empty table and orders a Pepsi, and he tries to look for a girl the 
way a security guard might look for a shoplifter. His vantage point isn't great. The crowd isn’t great. But 


maybe there's someone he could waste his time with, someone that would humor him for an evening. 


He hasn't had that in longer than he wants to admit. 


Oh, he's with people. He's with Sam, but the age gap depresses the hell out of him. There's always that tacit 
understanding between entertainers, anyhow, the knowledge that they're both going to fool around on each 
other that goes almost unmentioned. Sometimes he wants to make a clean break of it, start something sincere, 
whether with her or some other girl, stripped away from the publicity rags, but then his own lonesomeness 
gets the better of him. Like right now. It's just not enough to be wanted by one girl when he used to be 
wanted by thousands. It's not enough to fill two-thirds of an auditorium when he'd sold out Madison Square 


Garden three nights in a row. 
I's just empty. 


He sees a tall, pretty blonde before too long, by herself and practically poured into a sparkling silver dress, 
hair wildly permed. He's about to make a move towards her when he hears a sound that stops him dead in his 


tracks. It's not so much a laugh as a cackle. He hasn't heard it in a year at least, but he'd recognize it on his 


deathbed. 


Its Ace Frehley. Ace Frehley, here at the Cat Club. 


Paul's never known Ace to go anywhere unaccompanied. Now's no exception. Standing with him is some long- 
haired guy that Paul doesn't recognize from the rock scene. Not that that means much, these days. Ace's arm 
is looped behind the guy's shoulders, though the guy doesn't seem too comfortable with it. Paul purses his lips, 
trying to gauge their relationship from fifteen feet away, but it doesn't end up mattering. Ace spots him after 
not even five seconds, and stumbles over to him, with the guy in tow. 


"Paull How are you, man?" 
"Ace," he says, standing up on automatic, reaching for Ace's free hand. Ace's palm is damp in his. 


"Oh, oh, lemme introduce you, Paulie, this is--" and Ace untangles his other arm from the guy, "this is Gordon 


Gebert. Gordon, y'know who this is.” 


"Paul Stanley," Paul says anyway, offering his hand again. Gordon takes it with all the cursory indifference of 
being introduced to a fourth cousin at a funeral. 


"Gordon plays keyboard," Ace says. "He's real good" 
"Cool." Paul can feel his mouth twist a bit. It's petty to already be bristling a bit, only a few sentences in, but 
he can't seem to stop himself. He's so used to faking being cordial that the words still come out warmly 


enough to his own ear. "C'mon, have a seat. Plenty of room." 


They sit down. Paul's surprised there isn’t already a drink in Ace's hand, but the server gets him one quickly 


enough. Champagne. When Paul thinks about how much champagne he's watched Ace swill down, it almost 


makes him want to gag. Ace had admitted to him years and years ago that he didn't even like the taste of it, 
exactly, and Paul had said you know what that means, you're an alcoholic, and Ace hadn't said a word after that. 
Paul almost thought he might've hurt him. Anyway, that doesn't matter, either. Ace tips the drink down his 
throat like it's living water. 

"I hear you're gonna release an album soon" 

"M trying." Ace shrugs a little. "The company's dragging on it, y'know how it is." 

"I know." Paul figures he'd better let Gordon into the conversation, but he doesn't really feel like it. He doesn't 
like the way Gordon's eyes keep flitting between them. He wonders if Gordon's just another one of those kids 
who used to stand in line for eight hours just to get front row seats to their concerts back ten years ago. 
Another starstruck fan disillusioned by reality. He wouldn't be the first one. He won't be the last one, either. 
"Just give it some time." 

"Shit, I'll give it all the time in the world" Ace sets down the drink. His expression changes. "How's Eric?" 


"Eric's okay." 


"He seemed kinda stressed last time | talked to him." With anybody else, Paul would've assumed an arch 


meaning, but he can't really seem to suss it out of Ace. 
"I didn't know you talked" It's a lie. Eric keeps trying to worm his way into drumming ard collabing on Ace's 
albums, as if that wouldn't be a fucking horrible conflict of interest. But Paul knows Ace won't call him out on 


it. 


"Oh, yeah. Eric's sweet. He still talks about that tour in Australia, y'know, fuck." Ace shakes his head. "He 
thought that was the big time. He didn't know the real big time." 


"The Garden" 
"The Garden, the Budokan.." Ace pauses. "Pete gave everyone a red rose the first night we played the Garden" 


"I had to take a bunch of Valium the first night we played the Garden, | was so nervous." Despite himself, Paul 
starts to crack a smile. "It didn't help." 


"You were so keyed-up you were gonna have a roadie run to the drugstore for you. Couldn't calm down at all. 


Bill had to talk you out of it" 
"Bill thought | was gonna pass out if | took anything else. Hell, / thought | was--" 


"We ain't boring you, are we, Gordon?" 


Gordon's scoping out some big-titted brunette of his own a table away, but he's startled into shaking his head. 


"We are. Go on, I'll catch up later, maybe." Ace says it so affably. Sober or drunk, Ace always sounds like he 


means whatever comes out of his mouth. "Remember what | said about how to make ‘em." 
"Fuck, Ace, I'm not queer--" 


"Maybe Paul's got better advice." Ace grins a little, waving his hand towards the brunette. "C'mon, tell him how 
to get a girl like that, would you?" 


"Well, first, you need to be in a band, and then--" 


"You've been around Geno way too long." He winks. "Make out with a guy in front of her. Works every fucking 


time." 


Gordon just shakes his head again and gets up. Paul watches his retreat for a couple seconds, then turns back 


to Ace. 

"You're stil pulling that?" 

"Ht still works. 

"For getting the girl or the guy?" 

"Well, both, if lim lucky. M not lucky." Ace is matter-of-fact as ever. "Are you?" 
"Am | what?" 

"Lucky? 

"| do okay" 


"You look like a funeral director. C'mon" Another glass of champagne appears by Ace's arm almost by magic, a 


glass of champagne that Ace pushes Paul's way instead. "Ain't gonna loosen you up, but maybe it'll cheer you 


up." 

Paul's about to retort, but he thinks better of it. Its pointless. The champagne's on Ace's tab, anyway, so it 
doesn't really matter if he swigs it instead of the Pepsi. He takes a swallow, enough to decide it's third-rate, 
and then another, when he decides he doesn't care. Ace watches him carefully, smile starting to tease its way 


across his face. 


"Still only drink at New Year's, huh, Paul?" 


"New Year's and bar mitzvahs." 
"Squeaky clean" Ace rolls his eyes. "Course, you never counted prescriptions, but..." 


Paul mostly lets that comment go, too, at first, apart from a grimace. It always felt weird trying to defend 
himself against Ace, and anyway, it's not like he's got any better prospects for conversation 


"At least | had prescriptions." 
Ace's yellowish teeth almost seem to glint a little in the dim light of the club. 


"You had prescriptions, and | used to have a fucking pharmacy," he says, like a warlord discussing ceded lands. 


"They say Keith Richards is getting sober these days." 

"| don't believe it" 

"Me neither. But he could always afford to shell out for the pure shit. That's the only reason he ain't dead yet. 
No one ever cut his coke with fucking laundry detergent.” A sudden bitter look crosses Ace's face, but it 
disappears so quickly Paul's not quite sure he saw it at all. "How's Geno?" 

"He's got a baby on the way." 

"No shit?" 


"No shit" 


"With who? That Playboy chick?" Ace waves over the bartender, who refills his glass. He starts to down it 
with barely a pause. "Little blondie. Star, right?" 


"Star was ten years ago. He's with Shannon now" 

"Oh. Oh, yeah. He gonna marry her?" 

"No. She thought he would 

"That's shitty of him. | guess I'm not surprised. You.. you ought to get married, Paul. Might do you some good” 
"Who are you, my mom, Ace?" 


"What, she ain't gonna be planning out a wedding for your sister, she might as well start on you instead" Ace 


runs his finger around the rim of his glass. "They say it runs in families, y'know." 


"They say what runs in-" 


Ace tilts his wrist side to side, and shrugs. 

| don't think it did in mine, but hell, who knows. Doesn't do any good to be out anyway." 

Paul can feel his mouth start to tighten up. Three beer queer, that's Ace, to put it uncharitably. Bi's closer, 
really, though Ace's attraction isn't split straight down the middle like Paul's always figured with that term. As 
always, Ace gets more and more casual about it the drunker he is. More willing to make insinuations Paul 
doesn't feel like facing in a third-rate club. More willing to push them on him, too. 

"Don't think it ever hurt David Bowie." 


"That old bastard'd say anything for a write-up. He's probably straight as a fucking arrow." Ace looks like he's 
about to say more, but he just finishes off his drink. "So Geno left you high and dry, huh?" 


"What do you mean?" 
"He ain't gonna tour next year. Not with the baby. You're gonna need something to do." 
‘lve got plans." 


"Nah, you don't, Curly. You don't at all" Ace's smile isn't as lazy as Paul wants it to be. "You're so low on plans, 


you came out to this shithole to try and make it with someone." 


They don't say make it anymore. That's sixties; that's seventies. They just go straight to screw or fuck. Coarse 
and callous. But a part of Paul appreciates the piece of the past. 


"So did you." 


"You're damn right. So how about a volunteer, Paulie? You gotta still get those. Fuck, /still get those. You must 


still be drowning in ‘em." 


Paul lets out a low laugh. He thinks about Sam again. Then he thinks of all his volunteers, the Playboy 
playmates that, just lately, don't even remember the moon landing. The girls that aren't even groupies anymore 
in the traditional sense. Chicks don't follow bands the way they used to. He just has a fucking roadie pick out 
the best-looking girl in the first couple rows, and then maybe he goes to bed with her. And that's all. Thats all 


his volunteers, when once he'd had a hotel room crawling with them. 
"| wish | was. It's over, Ace. All that's over." 
"Maybe. Maybe not" Ace reaches out his hand, large and strangely empty-looking without a glass of 


champagne or a guitar pick between his fingers. He runs those fingers against the back of Paul's hand. "How 


about | volunteer? Lemme make it with you, Paulie. I'll even let you kick me out of bed after." 


Its the worst come-on he's heard in years. And maybe, just maybe, that's why he brings Ace back to his 


apartment half an hour later. 


Its not exactly what he'd expected. He had thought Ace was joking even when he'd said it, but driving him to 
his place, without Ace even trying a halfhearted grope, solidifies it. After all the needling and intimations from 
earlier, part of Paul's almost offended. Apparently, Ace just wants to see for himself what being in KISS really 
got a guy these days, besides a couple dusty gold records and the occasional magazine write-up. 

"le got a place in California This is just a rental," Paul lies as he brings Ace inside, gesturing him towards the 
living area, although Ace just heads to the kitchenette instead. Paul owns this shitty one-bedroom outright. 
Everything from the outdated shag carpet to the overpriced Tiffany lamps are his. "My parents are getting 
older, y'know, its good to have somewhere close by. And Erica--" 

"She's gotta be in high school now." 

"She graduated in June." 

"Shit, man" Ace shakes his head-- thankfully he's digging through Paul's pantry instead of sizing up Paul's 
assets. He's dug past the box of All Bran Paul chokes down on a daily basis and found the Lucky Charms, which 
he opens. Like he's still in the band and all the groceries are yet another line item on Bill's credit card 
statement. "Is she going to college?" 

"Yeah." Paul feels his face twitch slightly. "She's smarter than | am." 

‘Monique's gonna be eight this year." 

"lll send her something." 

Ace waves his hand absently. 

"Don't worry about it" 


"C'mon, let me--" 


"You ain't sent her anything in six years. Don't start now." Ace pauses, glancing at Paul in a flickering, fleeting 
way, and then he shakes his head again. "Sorry, man, | didn't mean it bad." 


Paul doesn't say anything else for awhile, just heads to the refrigerator. He takes out two Tabs, and starts to 
hand one to Ace, before, stupidly-- 


"Did you really want the cereal? Ive got milk" 
"| don't want milk" 

"| dont have any alcohol, Ace 

"| dont want that, either: 

"You dont?" 

Ace shakes his head 

"Then what do you want?" 


"| volunteered, didn't |? | wanna treat you like a lady. Dinner and a movie, Paulie." Ace's mouth quirks up. 


"Dinner, we'll have some of your fucking Lucky Charms; movie, we'll put on a porno." 

"Ace--" 

"Then maybe we'll go to bed. Whatve you got, anyway?" Taking the cereal box with him, he stumbles out of 
the kitchenette and into what passes for the living room, crouching in front of the T.V. set. Beneath it is Paul's 
tape player and a few stacks of movies still in their packaging. His workout tapes. A lacey bra that Paul braces 
himself for commentary on, but Ace just picks it up, flicks his finger against one of the padded, molded cups, 
and then drops it. "You still with that MTV chick?" 

"Samantha? Yeah." 

"| don't think her tits are this little." 


"You're the one that's been fucking around on your wife for twelve years.’ 


Ace actually flinches. He starts to paw through the tapes in silence. Paul doesn't feel like apologizing-- there's 
no needwhen he's right-- though its awhile before Ace finally answers him back. 


"Jeanette moved on" 


"She left you?" It had taken long enough. Ace had fooled around on Jeanette since at least about midway 
through KISS first tour, and that was just what Paul had witnessed himself. 


"No." Ace is still staring at the back of the tapes. "M not gonna leave her, either." 


"Why, becouse of Monique?" 


"No." Ace pauses. "You don't get it, Paulie." 

"If you can't be faithful to each other, don't stay together." 
"You're not faithful to Samantha." 

"l'm not married to her, either." 


Ace goes back to looking through the tapes. He doesn't cackle or crack jokes as he reads the summaries on the 
back. Finally, he picks one out, sticking it into the player and turning on the T.V. He slides the box of Lucky 


Charms across the floor to Paul like an offering, but Paul's more interested in the movie. 
"Rocky?" 


"Yeah. ‘To was a good year for us." Ace presses a finger against Sylvester Stallone's face on the cover. "Good 


year for him, too." 


They watch the movie quietly, passing the Lucky Charms box back and forth on the couch like a poor man's 
popcorn tub. Ace picks out the marshmallows and leaves the cereal, just like a kid, while Paul just blindly stuffs 
handfuls of both into his mouth. Dinner and a movie. Its almost comical. Ace is sober by the end of it, or as 


close as he gets, anyway, though his demeanor hasn't changed much. 


"They did four of these, right?" Ace says, watching as Rocky screams Adrian's name, just a minute before the 


screen fills up with credits. "Ain't gonna be no rematch, my ass." 


"I think so." Paul pauses. "I forgot he didn't even win in the first one. It's funny how you forget shit like that. 


You just remember how it made you feel in the end." 


"Do you think he feels like an asshole out there, still playing the same old boxer? He can't bring what he had 
back." 


"He probably thinks we're the assholes for paying to watch him. He doesn't care about bringing it back as long 
as people still show up." And with VHS, Stallone can just go on forever. No one even having to wait for his 
movies to end up cut up on TV. The thought makes Paul's stomach curdle. If they'd only gotten big a couple 
years later, they could've been like that. Sold taped concerts. Done honest-to-God, big-budget music videos in 
the makeup instead of just the promos. MTV would have been the perfect vehicle to immortalize KISS' image. 
Instead, here he is begging to even get spots as a guest VJ. "He'll... he'll milk it until it dries up. It's the smart 
thing to do." 


"Has it dried up enough for you yet, Paul?" 


Any other night, Paul would've thrown him out for that one. But now, right now, he can only shake his head. 


"Me neither. We'll be at it till we drop dead" Ace grins, just briefly. "Sorry, man, that ain't the sweet nothings 


you were after." 
"You just wanted to see my apartment. You didn't really wanna fuck around anyway." 


"Don't rate yourself that low, Paulie. It's not like you." Ace reaches over, running his hand lazily up Paul's jean- 
clad thigh, edging towards his crotch. "Long as you still got those big, sad eyes, you'll always have somebody 


swooning." 
"Not you." 


"Maybe me. Maybe they're so damn sad | got lost in them." Ace's hand travels up for a cursory, brief grope 
of his dick through his jeans-- Paul's hips jerk, but he doesn't make another move. "And maybe | can cheer 


you up." 
Paul swallows. The cereal's made his throat dry. 
"Got your work cut out for you." 


"| don't think so. C'mon. Close your eyes and it's ‘Tb again. Or ‘TT. Or maybe '18" Ace starts to casually snap his 
way down the buttons of Paul's jeans, and then Paul finally pushes his hand away, only so he can finish undoing 
them himself. "Whatever you want. You can tell yourself you... just got done playing Shea Stadium, and Twiggy's 
about to blow you." 


"| don't want that." 


"Why, ‘cause Twiggy doesn't have the tits? Then Jill Ireland or Cheryl Tiegs or something. | never can keep 
your blondes straight." 


"| don't wanna pretend like that." 


He's not sure of his own sincerity. Ace doesn't look sure of it, either. His expression's strange, like an outtake 


photo. Like he's expecting Paul to pull the rug out from under him. His hand's still hovering above Paul's jeans. 


"Okay, then," he says quietly, and helps Paul tug his jeans down to his thighs. "You want the genuine article. 
Good old reality smacking you straight in the--" 


Paul kisses him. Ace tastes, predictably, like alcohol and those stale, sweet Lucky Charms, but he doesn't care. 
He feels Ace's hand curve around the back of his neck, heel of his hand against his pulse, the pressure 
unfamiliar but warm. Close your eyes and its ‘76 again Close his eyes and he can be climbing to the top again 
Every line on his face faded out to nothing. Every potshot from the press something to laugh off instead of 


agonize over. As long as Paul keeps his eyes shut, he can almost trade in the reality of a one-bedroom 


apartment and a lonely liaison for the decadence of ten, twelve years back. 


But in the end his senses shatter his own illusions. Ace's cheek pushes against his, scarred-up and textured, 
Ace's lips are dry against his cheek; Ace's weight, unfortunately, bearing right down on his thighs, the friction 
of his jeans rough against Paul's bare skin. There's no fooling himself that he's with anyone but his old 
bandmate, not when Ace's long, thin fingers grasp his dick, a soft laugh escaping his throat. He's jerking him off 
in a languid way, not half so intense as he'd seen Ace jerk himself off, in the studio, in hotels, before concerts. 
Always those stupid excuses about keeping his hands warm or some shit like that. Paul groans, tempted to ask 
him to just get on with it, when Ace finally quits messing around and slides out of his lap, down to his knees to 


suck him off. 

His hand finds Ace's head on automatic, gripping dark brown hair that ought to be jet-black, guiding a guy that 
would've known exactly how to fuck around with him if either of them had ever had the guts. He wonders if 
Ace regrets it. He wonders if Ace regrets anything. If he's thinking of ‘Tb the same way Paul is, time in a 
rotation as helpless as a record's revolution If it even matters. 

He shuts his eyes, but he can feel Ace's gaze as Ace takes more of his dick into his mouth. He's not even 


letting himself enjoy his own blowjob. He's thinking too damn hard to get lost in anything else, or so he thinks, 
but then Ace's mouth moves just so, a tight, wet seal constricting around him, and he gets lost after all. 


"I think | wanna tour again," Paul confesses, after. Once he's pulled back on his jeans and gathered something 
like dignity, and Ace, always in shambles, is at least back to sitting on the couch beside him, lazy and affable. 
"You're right. Gene won't wanna do it next year." 

Ace just looks at him at first, like he's waiting on him to say more. When Paul doesn't, Ace shrugs. 

"You'll end up in the clubs if you go solo, man. Fund it out of your own pocket. | oughta know." 

"Yeah. Yeah, you're right" 

"It don't strike twice, Paulie. Even the Beatles. No one really ever gave a shit about what Paul did in Wings." 
"Nobody gives a shit about Gene's movies, either.” 

Ace smiles. 


"Gimme a ticket if you go on tour. I'll come see you." 


"Would you?" 


"As long as we're not trying to book the same clubs. But | think your dollar still goes further.” 

"You're the one with a mansion, Ace." 

"All | got. Gimme another year and I'll lose that, too." The tone's too light for his words. "You haven't had the 

grand tour since | moved in. You ought to see all the shit | had to sell, man Every costume | had | felt like a. 
| felt like-- aw, hell, it doesn't matter." Ace reaches over and clasps Paul's shoulder, just briefly. "You ain't so 
bad, Paul. You'll turn out all right" 

"m thirty-six. I've turned out already, haven't |?" 

"Nah. You still got time. Got time to kick me outta bed, even" 


They'd never gotten past the couch in the first place. Despite himself, Paul can feel the corners of his mouth 
start to tilt up. 


"Didn't think you really wanted that part of the experience." 


"Oh, sure. | always wondered how it felt," Ace says, and winks. "Unless you wanted to really play your cards 
rice. Wine, dine, breakfast in bed, yeah? Only we ate all the cereal” 


“There's bread in the fridge." 
Ace shakes his head. 


| better go back, man" He seems to hesitate as he stands up, eyes darting briefly from Paul's face to the 


door. "| mean it, y'know? I'll see you. | wanna see you." 


Their evening's turned to early morning, and ended like a peeled-off scab. Tugged and poked and prodded away 
at until it's lifted off and tossed aside. Nothing in its wake but pink, bleeding skin and the promise of a scar. A 
token. A memory, as Ace heads out the door like the last groupie from the hotel, and, unsated, unfulfilled, Paul 


still can't manage to call him back inside. 


